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O drive away the weary Pay, 
1 A Book I chanc* 


A Story us you'll underſtand, 


© - Peruſing many a Hiſtory o'er, 
Amongſt the Leaves I chanc'd to view, 
The Book's Name, and the Title was, 
A Leſſon too good te be true. 


I read of a Northumberland Man, 
Born and brought up in the King's Land, 
He paid Twenty Shillings Rent a Year 
To the King as 1 do underſtand. 
+ By him there dwelt a Lawyer falſe, 
That with his Farm was not content; 
But o'er the poor Man hung his Noſe, 
Becauſe he gather'd the King's Reat, 
He told him, he is Leaſe did forfeir, 
And he muſt there not long abide, 
The King by ſueh had great Deceit, 
For you the World is broad aud wide. 


The poor Man pray'd him for to ceaſe, 
Content himſelf, if he'd be willing, 

And pick no Advantage in my Leatc, 
And L will give thce Forty Shilling, 

Not Forty Shilling, not Forty Pound, 
'I warizant thee, nor can we agree, 

'*Enlefs thou yield chy Farm fo round, 

And bow unto my Courteſy, 

The poor Man ſaid, he, wouldn't do 
His Wife and Bairns would make ill Wark; 

If thou with my Fatm will let me be, 


Ide Lawyer would not be content, 

3 . But rather the Mattet he meant to ſwell, 
1 The Neighbours bad him provide his Rent, 
And make Submiſſion to the King himſel'. 
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a Staff upon his Back, . 
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With a'blue Bonnet, hemnqught it n 
And to the King he faſt did hie. 

He had not gone a Mile from Towny/ 
But one of his Neighbours he did "ſp 


How far is'r to the King? For thither 
As faſt as ever 1 can hie. | 


1 am ſorry for you, Neighbour, he ſaid, 
For your Simplicity 1 make Moan, | ' 
V1! warrant yon, you may ask for the King, 
When nine Days Journey you have gone. 
Had I wiſt the King had won ſo far, 
I'd never fought him a Mile from Town, 
He's either ha' ſought me, or we'd ne'er come near, 
At home I'd rather ha? ſpent a Crown, 
But when he came to London City, 
Of every Man tor the King he did call, 
They told him he needed no Pity, 
For the King now lives at Whitchall, 


With "ſpying of Farlies in the City, 
Becaule he had ne'er been there before, 
He lay lo long in Bed the next Day, 
The Court was removed to Windſor that Morn, 


Tou ha? lain too long, (aid the kind Hoſt, 
You ha' lain too long by a great While; 
The King is now to WV:n4ſor gone, 
He's further gone by Twenty Mile. 
I think 1 was curfs*d, faid the poor Man, 


If 1 had been wiſe | might ba? confider'd, © * 
Be like the King of me has got ſome wot, 
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Thou gude Fellow, P11 give thee five Mark, He had ne'er gone away had 1 not come hither, 


He fled not for you, then ſaid the Hoſt, 
But hie to Windſor as faſt as you may, 
Ze ſure it will require your Coſt, 
For look what is paſt the King will pay, 


he King, Being wrong- 
ur, wei to the King hinſelf to mak 


"> Beſhrew my Limbs, then Maid the poor Man, 
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He laid on them tiſl he made them crack. 
Stay, Friend, att thou mad goth the Porter, 
What, makes thee keep this Stle-To-day ? 
Why, I am a Tenant 71 the King's, 
And have a Meſſage to him to far. | 
The King hath -Men enough, ſaid the Porter, 
Your Meſſage well, that they can ſay; | 
Why, there's n&er 4 Knave the King docs keep, 
Shall ken my ſecret Mind Today. 


It was told e'er I came from home, 
| E'er 1 got thither it would be dear bought, 
let me in, I'll give thee a fangle penny, 
Thou'lt rake ſmall 0er thou do it for noutzht. 
Cra* Meicy, ſaid the Porter then, 

Thy Reward is great, I can't ſay thee nay; 
Y onder's a Nobleman within the Court, 

We'll hear what he can ſay. 


When the Porter came to the Nobleman, 
He ſaid he would ſhew him ſome Sport, 

There's ſuch a Clown come to the Gate, 
As came not this ſeven Years to Coutt. 


He calls all Knayes the King does keep, 
He raps at the Gare, and makes great Din, 
He's paſſing liberal of Reward, 
He'd give a ſingle Penny to be in. 


Let him ing then ſaid the Nobleman, 


our March of Bowls 4g done. 
wan led him thro* mana Room. 
gh many a Gallety gay, 


he gets them not fill'd with Corn and Hay. 
At laſt he ſpy'd the King in a Garden, 
Yet from his Game he did not tart; 
The Day was hot, he caft off his Doublet, 
He had nothing from his Waſte but his Shirt, 
Lo, yonder'sthe King, ſaid the Nobleman, 
Behold, good Fellow, where he goes: 
I believe he 15 
That has Þ 


But when he came before the King, 
The Nobleman bid him coutteke : 
The poor Man, follow'd after him, 


And if you be Sir King, ſaid the poor Man, 
As I can hardly think you be, 

Here is a good Fellow hath brought me hither, 
Is liker to be the King than ye. 

I am the King, his Grace then ſaid, 
Fellow, let me thy Caſe underſtand 

If you be Sir King, I'm a Tenant of yours, 


There dwells a Lawyer hard by me. 


Let's ſee thy Leaſe, then ſaid the King, 
Then from his black Box he pull'd it out, 
- He gave it into the King's own Hand, 
With five Knots ty'd faſt in a Clout, 


We'll ne'er unlooſe the Knots, ſaid the King, 


He gave it to one that behind him did ſtay, 
It is a proud Horſe, then ſaid the poor Man, 


Then may thou count me Fool or wotſe, 
Wor not what Bankrupt lies by the King, 
For want of Money may pick my Pulſe, 
Let him in with his Staff and Dog, ſaid the Lord: 
He gave a Nod with's Head, and beck with his Knee, 
If you be Sir King, then ſaid the poor Man, 
As I can very well think ye be, 


For I was told e'er 1 came frem home, 
You're the godlieſt Man cer 1 ſaw before,« 
With ſo many Jingle Jangles about one's Neck, 
As is about yours I never {aw none. 


bay me forty Shillings as P11 pay you, 
I will not think much to looſe a Knot, 
. mould 1 were ſo occupy'd every Day, 
i'd unloole a Score of them for a Groat, 
I am not the King, ſaid the Nobleman, 25 Pen the King had got theſe Letters read, 
Fellow, tho' 1 have a proud Coat, And found the Truth was really ſo; 
I you're not the King, help me to ſpeak with hit 1 Warrant thou haſt not forfeited thy Leaſe, 
Mou ſeem a good Fellow, I'll give you a Sto If chou had'ſt fell'd five Aſhes more. 


* Mercy, ſaid the Nobleman, Ay, every one can warrant me, 
K All your Warrants are not worth a Flee; 


| g 5 J % „ | 
© ThE Reward is great I cag't ſay thee a 7 wy re 
He that troubles. me will not let me go, 


"Pl know the King's Pleaſure if 1 can, 
Neither cares for Warrants of you nor me, 


Till I come again beſure thou ſtay, 
Here's ſike a Staying, ſaid the poor Man, Thou'lt have an InjunRion ſaid our King, 
From troubling of thee he will ceaſe, 


Like the King's better than in our Country, 
1 might ha' gone to the fartheſt Nook in the Houſe, He'll either ſhew thee good Cauſe why, 
Neither Lad nor Loon to trouble me. Or elſe he'll let thee live in Peace, 


When the Nobleman came unto the King, What's that Injunction, ſaid the poor Man, 
He ſaid, he would fhew his Grace good Sport, Good Sir, to me I pray you ſay, 

Here's ſuch a Clown come to the Gate, Why, it is a Letter V1! cauſe to be written, 
As came not this feyen Years to Court, But art thou ſimple as thou ſhew'ſt to be? 

Me calls all Knaves your * keeps, Why, if it be a Letter, I'm ne'er the better, 
And more than that he tems them worle, © Keep it to thyſelf, and trouble not me, 


| He'll not come in without bil Staff and Dog, » 1 could have a Letter writ cheaper at home, 
For fear ſome Bankrupt pitk his Purſe. 7 And neer come out of my own County. 
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ſome Unthtift, ſays the poor Man, | 
oft his Money and pawn'd his Cloaths, 


-1 doth the King with ſo many Houſes, 


Gave a Nod with his Head, and beck'd with's Knee. 


That was born and brought up in your own Land. 


Come in, Fellow, the Porter did ſay; And a Fault in my Leaſe he ſaith he hath found, 
If thou come in thyſelf, he ſaid, - And all for felling five poor Aſhes, | 
Thy Staff behind the Gate muſt Nay. To build a Houſe on your own Ground, | 
This Cuckold's Cur muſt lig behind, Haſt thou a Leaſe here? ſaid our King, 
What a Cur has thou ow broyght with thee _ x7 r mene | 
err ing WI. raley bon tet His ounſelf. gave n the King's dn Hand, 
ll wargats wicth 4 atk kim fee. And ſaid, Sir, here tis, if you can read, 


Will not Carry his Provender along the Highway. 


-_ 
When you have read and peruy'd it over, 


ted wich ſmall Hiſtorias, See 


7 Thou kat an Attachment ſaid our King, * 


With ag my Hear T give g Shilling. #00 
Un have of thy Shilling then ſaid the Pie, 


* 


Chatge all you ſee to take your Patt, 
Till he pay thee an hundred ound, 
Beſure thou never let him tart.” . * 


Then L. may come trotting eg Tap | 
Thou art hard of Belief, then faid eg, 
To pleaſe him with Letrers he wan willing, © 
1 ſee you have taken great Pains in i, 


7 


Mane thy Money God the gin. 
He threw it into the King's Bee ET 
The Money lay cold next to his Skin. «1 X* "$1 
Beſhrew my-Heatt, then ſaid our King, . Py | 
Fhou ata Carl formewhar tod eld, m 33 
Doſt thou not fee 1 am hot with * 


bowling, ; on 
And the Money nem to my Skin Nes cold. 
ne'er viſt that befohe, ſaid the poor Man, + 
Before ſike a Time as 1 came hither, 2 
If the Lawyers of pur County thought was cold 
They would not beap-ſo much together. 
The King call'd-up\his Treafurer, A. * | 
And bid him up twenty Pound; 
If ever thy Eyrand lies here away, | 
P11 bear thy Charges up and downs - LN 
When the poor Man faw the Gold down tender c 
For to receive it he was willing, 7 
If I thought the King had ſo mickle Gold; / 
Beſhzew my Heart, I'd kept my Shas 
The. poor Mac Home the next Sunday, 
The Lawyer ſoon did him eſpy, ; 
Oh! you have been a Stranger lo 
1 think from me you have . 


It was from you indeed ſays the poor Man, 
The Matter to the King 1 juſt did tell, | 
Did as my Neighbour put into my Head, 
And made a Submiſhon to him myſel'. | { 
What D—1 didft thou with the King, ſays the Level 
Could not Friends and Neighbours agree thee and mg 
The Dl a Friend or a Neighbour that 1 had, | 
Thatwould have been ſuch a Day's Man as he. 


He gave me a Letter, 1 know not what they calye, 
Dat if the King's Word be true to me, i 
| 
He has given me another, 1 know not what it is; | 
But 1 charge you all te hold him faſt; 


Till he pay me an hundred Pounds, | 
I will go tie him faſt ro a Poſt, 


This is very ſtrange the Lawyer then ſa 
Then the Attachment was zead befor 
Thou muſt needs ſomething credit me, 
Till 1 go home and fetch ſome mair, 


Credit, nay, that is it the King forbid, 
He bad if 1 got thee, 1 ſhould thee hoy 

The Lawyet paid him an hundred P > 
In ready Money e'et he went way. 


Would every Lawyer was ſerved thus, 


From troubling poor Men they would ceaſe, 
They'd either ſhew them good Cauſe why, 

Or elſe they'd let them live in Feace,., 
And thus 1 end my merty Song Þ 
Which ſhews tHe plain Man's e 

And the King's great Mercy in 
And the Lawyer's Fraud and 
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1 hope you'll live and let me be. 
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